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The mfl lamentable Tragedie 

Titnu O heerc I lift this one hand vp to heauen, 

And bow thisfceblc ruine to the earth, 
Ifany'powerpitties wretched teares, 

To that I call : what would thou krteele with roe? 

Doe then deare heart, for heauen (hall hcare our prayers, 
Or without fighs weele breath the welkin dirnme> * 

And flame the funne with foggeas fometime douses 
When they do hug him in their melting bofotucs. 

M arcus. Oh hrother fpeake with poffibilitics. 

And do not breake into theic deepe extreames, 

Titus* Is not my forrow deepe, hauing nobottome? 
Then be my paffios bottomlefle with them# 

M areas. But yet let reafon gouernethy lament. 

Tttus. Ifthere were reafon for thefc miseries, 

Then into limits could I bindc my woes: 

When heauen doth wsepe, doth not the earth oreflow? 
If the windes rage, doth northefca waxmad, 
Threatning the welkin with his bigfwolneface? 

And wilt thou haue a reafon for this coile * 
lam the fea# fiarkc how herfighesdoe flow 
Sheeis the weeping welkin. I.the earth : 

Then muff my Sea bemoued with herfighes* 

Then muftmy earth with her contimialj teares,. 
Become a deluge : ouerflowed and drowned : 

Tor why. my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a, drunkard mufti vomit rheih. 

Then.giue me Jeaue, for loafers will ha tie Jeaue, 

To cafe their kornackes with their bitter tongues*. 

•D 

Enter a miffs r, get with two heads and a hand* 

h'l'fffn. W orthy Andronicfaji 1] art thou repaid-, 

'For that good hand thou fentft the Ercperour: 
i^cere are the heads of thy two noble fonnes*. 


And 


Exit: 


of Titus Andronicml 

. a heeresthv hand in fcorne to thee fentbaclce : 
nv S theirfports: Thyrefolutionmockt : - 

?hat «oe isme to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then remembrance of my fathcrsdcatli , 

Jfalc. NowlethotiEtnacoolcinCiohe, 

And be my hart an euer-burnmg hell : 

Thefe midries are more then may be borne. 

To weepe with them that wcepe,doth eafefome deale, 

Rut forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Lua Ah that this fight ftiouldmakefo deepe a wound. 

And vet detefted lift not On mice thereat : 

That euer death (houldletlife bcare his name, 

Where life hath no more mtereft but to breath. 

Man. Alai poore hart thatkifleis comfonlefle, 

As frozen water to a daruedfnake. i, 

Tim When will this fearefull (lumber haue an end’ 
ClUr. Now farewell flatterie, die Jndronictts, 

Thoudoft not (lumber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand; thy mangled daughter mere ? 

Thy other baniflit ftmne with thisdeere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodlefle, and thy brother I, 

Euen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my griefes, , 

E ent of thy filujr haire, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this di» mdl fight 
The clofing vp of our mod wretched eyes : 

Now is a time to dorme, why artthou dill ? 

Tim. Ha,ha,ha. ...... 

Mare. Why dod thou laugh? it fits not with this houre, 
Titus. Why I haue not another teare to died ; 

Befides, this forrow is an cnemie, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes. 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares* 

Thenwhich way lhalllfindeRsuenges Caue? 


in 
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